FEET OF CLAY

casting me off in the lowest., the most disgusting way, as if I were any
tart!"

"Well," Gilon thought, "that's just about what you are, my girl,
however attractive you may be." His thoughts were clearly visible on his
honest face, and Sylvaine went on, raising her voice: "Well, no tart
would have done what I've done for him! When I think he's been
living here for the last two years, and it was I who paid for everything,
paid his tailor, gave him money to go and lose at the races. He was
always on the point of finding a job next week! Oh, when I think of it!
Do you know how much he's cost me, that Gabriel of yours?"

"Yes, yes, I know, and talking of that..." said Gilon, seizing his
opportunity.

He^took a red leather case from his pocket. He had never been
remarkable for excessive tact where women were concerned, and Syl-
vaine seemed to him as mysterious and disquieting as some strange
animal. He was afraid she would throw the case in his face.

"Gabriel has asked me to give you this."

Sylvaine took the case without a word, opened it, and did not even
blink at the sight of the emerald and white gold bracelet.

There was also a folded cheque in the case. The red of the satin, the
green of the stones and the blue of the cheque made a bad combina-
tion of colours. Sylvaine unfolded the cheque and shrugged her
shoulders. It did not amount to a quarter of what she had spent on
Gabriel.

For a moment she was tempted to make the gesture Gilon feared.
But the Commandant's massive solidity and the sort of easy indiffer-
ence with which, as he talked, he revealed the absence of an eye-tooth
and a molar, slightly awed Sylvaine.

"I'd rather not work it out/5 she said dryly, throwing the case, the
cheque and the bracelet on the bed.

Gilon concluded that Gabriel had been generous and, greatly re-
lieved, thought it necessary to add: "Gabriel chose that for you him-
self."

"So he's in Paris, is he?" cried Sylvaine.

Gilon, who had bought the bracelet that very morning himself,
realized at once the stupidity of his gratuitous lie.

"No, no," he replied.  "He... he ordered it last time he was up."

"Indeed," said Sylvaine, pronouncing each word separately in a
threatening tone, "so he had already made up his mind last time, had
he? And he said nothing, just came and slept here as usual, quite at
Jjome, quite calmly, and he... Oh no, the swine!"
*' Gilon stroked his short moustache, ashamed, not of the infamies im-
puted to Gabriel, but of his own stupidity.

"And can you tell me," asked Sylvaine, suddenly calm, "where he
found the money?" She pointed to the bed.
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